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WILD FIELDS
There is no one else to tell this to.
Sometimes I think if I talk enouch about death
it will become more real and less real,
like words you read over and over
until they don't spell anything: dark,
porch, fence, field, those simple words
that keep us close to each other, closed
to each other. You tried to explain that
to me last night in the space of rusty
lantern light as we walked through woods.
The wind kept after us as if to tug
the leaves or light away. There were
two oak trees and the path between
their highest leaves where the branches
curved toward and away from each other,
keeping their own distances. And where
the trees didn't touch were parts
of a constellation as if the path
was tracing a new set of stars. You stood
there looking up and said finally, That's
because they love each other, and shielded
the lamp so that we were alone from each other
in the dark. I have come to believe that
there are too many voids within us
to fill with other people's lives and not
enough to hold our own. So we dream
in possibilities--missing trains, walking
through strange fields, swimming too deep.
We fill the emptiness with things besides
lives, like the words of a stranger, thoughts,
deaths, dreams we don't remember. We store
them inside like rare things we can find
only when we're walking alone. If we go walking again
tonight, and you look for broken fences
or empty fields, I'll shield the lamp
and hope for wind or stars to rise.

— Sandra Moore
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HEAT LIGHTNING
Air whispers low in your lungs
and, my ear to your chest,
I can hear your breath blowing
inside you until I think you are
the only one breathing. Your ribs
rise evenly against lightning
stroking the curtain and making shadows
of a pine just outside. You are
dreaming of the cat, warm
with secrets. You can't hear
the crickets that are barely there
above the distant hush of the tide
but one close to the window stops, hunches
in its clenched silence, and draws
one leg against another.
Their dreams and ours are real
in the dark, as real as the night
you thought you could hear
rats behind my father's kitchen wall
and tore out a board to set traps. You
brought me back the dirty pelt of a lost
cat I only dimly remember having
when heat lightning flashes
through our darknesses.
All this is something you cannot read
or touch as I am touching you, the skin
of your fingers warm as the pennies
in my father's pocket. Once I read
something that claimed the wind
coming off the rising tide was air
or breath being pushed out
from under waves. Those things keeping
us alive fall and rise until the wind
in our hands is the breath we take
every time we wonder how long we have
managed to live alone.
When I touched the cat's pelt
I was him, chasing the mole, tasting
the blood of the woodpecker. Now,
when the lightning darkens into the wind, you will
put your hand on my ribs, perhaps
to feel me breathe, and have
the only thing I could give you
to hold against the silence.

— Sandra Moore
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— Robert Stone

IN YOUR FEAR OF TRAVELLING DREAM

THE SECRETS OF MAILBOXES
Sometimes walking
Just before dark
I notice the mailboxes
Lined along the road
Like herons
Along the edge of a pond
Looking for fish
But the mailboxes
Are not waiting for anything
Do not want anything
In truth
They are jealous of their emptiness
Their darkness their ignorance
That is why
They do not accept a letter
Unless it is hidden
Within an envelope
This is the entire secret
Of mailboxes
Except that at night
They press their cheeks
Against the cold wind
And dream
Of fishless ponds

—Lance Rose

You are driving on the freeway.
It is after dark,
and you are alone.
The lights on the dashboard do not work.
There is no way to know
how fast you are going,
but you keep up
with the cars around you,
no faster, no slower.
You are almost home. Your wife
has just finished cooking supper.
The exit is approaching.
You try to pull over into the right lane,
but another car moves quickly
up beside you,
and you miss the exit. There is no reason
to worry, at the next one
you will turn around.
Your wife and child will start
supper without you.
Now three cars have you
boxed in the left lane.
Another exit goes by. You turn
the radio on. All you hear
is the hum of the cars around you.
Your wife is calling the office now. The hum
is so loud, you cannot tell
if it is getting any louder.
Another exit passes.
You slow down. The cars around you
slow down. You speed up,
they speed up. Suddenly, the cars
are not there anymore.
You are far from home. Your wife
is calling your friends now.
It would take hours to return.
There are no more
exits. She is calling the police. You
are getting farther and farther from home.
You slow down to get
farther away more slowly.

—Lance Rose
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from The Garbage Can Sequence

THE GAME
First
Empty yourself
Then
Trap within you
All the sounds
Of the day
And just before dark
Let them out again
All at once
When the dog comes
Greet him
With the echo
Of his own bark
If he barks again
Hold it there
In your stillness
He will feel
He has lost his soul
When he barks
For his life
It will sound
Like laughter

—Lance Rose
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ANOTHER GAME
Balance a stone
Upon your rim
If it falls
Outside of you
You are safe
But the game is over
If you balance it there
Forever
You win
But let it fall
Within your emptiness
And it will not stop
Until it finds your heart
And there
The stone will sit
Your passions
Becoming cooler
Your burdens heavier
Your mood sinking
Your thoughts lying inert
And your imagination
Praying for any sparks

—Lance Rose
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— Carol Brooks

SUNDAY BASEBALL
Outfield grasshoppers clatter up from our feet
as we gather balls at the end of a round.
Balls skip on the hard infield-the sandy dirt like a farm yard
where beans and apple-and-peach slices
dry on the rail of the south porch,
the fruity smell of old folks,
old uncle spitting brown
like ball players for a hundred years.
From around our field, a mockingbird,
and the dove's low coo like the fist-whistle
of a boy under the shade trees waiting
for a turn at bat, his gravity slender as fingers.
On the mound,
I deliver to my son at the plate.
He waits coiled, swings,
pulls a hit out of my words.
As we chase the sun beyond the treetops,
sweat chases sweat, and memories
rise up from freedom of sweat
It was always feet brushing through grass
until dark closed the game.
Grounders and flies beyond visibility,
and the bat's music and lightning bugs in the dusk.
It was always breathing noisy and loose.
It was gloves slashing at ghosts
whizzing at us from the shadow at bat.

— Harry Dean
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MALLARME AND RHYTHM AND BLUES
I was here reading of Mallarm‘.
And the car next to me begins
thinking aloud in rhythm and blues,
the parking lot simmering
with trumpets, guitars, and drums.
Desire is thick on the sunny car tops.
Girls go by shaking to it.
Boys go by looking to it.
And eating small apples, middle-age men
dream of singing their fifty years.

— Harry Dean
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THE SPIDER'S WEB
With careful deliberation, I eyed my
Mother's taut face from my seat in the
rattly old blue Plymouth. She looked
old, much older than the woman who
had fed me bacon and eggs that
morning, as if she had aged twenty
years in just a few hours. The harsh
lines in her face cut into her skin; they
reminded me of a spider web, circles
of thread spiralling outward from the
center.
I remember that ugly mustardcolored garden spider with its obscene
round belly. It was last summer that
I saw it, clinging to the nandenia bush
in the grassy yard, its huge swollen
body suspended in the fragile web,
stretching it tight. "Stand back!" my
father had warned as he sprayed the
pest with dust from a gun-shaped can.
The spider grabbed for air, its claw-like
legs curling in agony as the cloud of
yellow smoke engulfed it. I could still
see it dropping into the high weeds,
a shrivelled ball of legs, brown and
crisp. I shivered.
"I told you to wear a sweater!"
Mother snapped. Silence returned to
the car as quickly as it had gone. My
patent leather shoe began to tap at the
dull floorboard. "Stop it!" She yelled.
I was still.
My eyes roamed to the rusty
steering wheel. Mom clutched it with
her right hand, squeezing until her
knuckles turned a deep shade of pink,
the blood flushing her fingers. Her left
hand dangled at the bottom edge of
the wheel, her weathered fingers
trembled like dead flies that trapped
themselves in the screen door in
summertime.
We rounded the last curve and
approached a gray driveway large
enough to accommodate six cars side
by side. A brick building towered
before us, not warm, red brick, but
gray and pale. I wished it were like the
nice friendly hospital where I had my
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tonsils removed, with bricks the color
of the terra cotta clay in our yard at
home. I doubted there would be
vanilla ice cream here, and full-bodied
nurses with smiles pasted on their
chubby cheeks.
Mother selected a parking space
near the door. She grabbed my hand,
my arm wrenching from its socket,
and nearly pulled me up the steps; I
could feel her cold fingers jerking.
A young boy propped himself
against the dingy door facing, hands
in his pockets. His face protruded at
the cheekbone, pitted skin pulled tight
beneath his eyes. Those eyes,
swimming in liquid and staring, forced
me to look away. He grinned at me
as curiosity surfaced and I glanced at
him again. I could see gaps where
several yellowed teeth were missing.
His gray trousers were spotted and
soiled and I thought he must have
slept in them for days. The boy
reached out to touch my dress; my
mother yanked at my arm. It hurt
where she pinched.
"Wait!" the boy cried. An
unbearable compulsion to look back
revealed a thin line of drool sliding
past his lower lip and down his
stubble-covered chin. "Come back!"
Other shabby, unshaven men tried
to plant themselves in our way as we
moved down the dim hallway. Their
stares made me uncomfortable and I
could feel their invisible filthy hands on
me, smothering my mouth and nose,
suffocating, squeezing all the air from
the room. They were ghouls in a
graveyard, stalking their victims.
Some moaned and others yelled
obscenities. My mother clutched my
small hand more tightly than ever, her
steps quickening as the men moved
closer.
"Hey! Come back here! You're
pretty!" a hoarse sound came from the
doorway. I knew without looking that
it was the voice of the drooling lip, but
I was uncertain whether he was

shouting at me or my mother. "Please
come back...," he pleaded as we
hastened down the corridor.
A toothless man grinned, his gums
rotting. His stale breath sickened me.
He gawked first at my mother, then
at me, stretching a knobby hand to my
dark hair. The smell of urine and
tobacco was strong; I shrank from his
touch.
A heap of wrinkled brown squatted
in the corner. It moved slightly and
turned its yellowed face towards us.
The man rose and took an awkward
step with his long, gangly legs. We
kept walking, me glancing sideways at
the man. He shrank back in the
corner, a spider grasping for life,
curling slowly on the linoleum. I didn't
dare look at him again.
Three men with dirty cotton shirts
leaned against the opposite wall. They
stood very close to each other,
whispering. One of them smiled at
me, the veins in his neck bulging and
strained. When I did not return his
smile, he yelled something I didn't
understand and unzipped his wrinkled
pants. I gaped. My mother made a
choking sound in her throat.
At last we came upon a large
entrance, heralded by two pale doors,
mint green like ocean waves on a gulf
morning. I felt my mother's hand relax
a bit and I wondered if it was the soft
color that soothed her. I visualized the
pistachio-colored walls of the hospital
where I had donated my tonsils and
consoled myself with the promise of
clean-smelling, pudgy nurses beyond
the beckoning doors. Maybe there
would be ice cream after all. But there
were no chirping nurses, only a thinfaced doctor who kept pushing at the
glasses on the end of his nose.
"Right this way," he motioned, his
fingers returning to rest on the rim of
his black spectacles. We followed him
to a brightly lit room where the sun
poured in like melted butter.
In the corner of the little lemon-

colored room sat my father, perched
on the edge of his wooden chair,
warming his face. He turned when he
heard our footsteps and his smile was
warmer than the sun that enveloped
the room.
"Boy am I glad to see you!" he
exclaimed as he squeezed me, both
arms locked around my waist. Then
he whirled me in the air, the wind
rushing past me like it did when he
pushed me in my swing. His green
eyes glistened as he set me back down
by his side.
"Daddy, what are you doing in a
place like this?" I could not
comprehend why he had left us to live
in this graveyard, filled with pain and
filth and death. He did not belong
here.
"Honey, I'm here because...well,
your mother...your mother and I think
I need to be. When I'm well, I'll be
coming home. It won't be long. The
doctor says I'm getting better all the
time. Remember last summer? We'll
have a big picnic when I come back-wouldn't you like that?"
Picnics always reminded me of
those nasty yellow spiders poised and
waiting on the stubby bushes in our
back yard. But Daddy was coming
home soon and he would take care of
everything. Even the spiders.
His eyes searched the room for my
mother. I lifted my arms up to him as
he closed his watering eyes. She was
gone.

— Nancy Bearden

ON A BROTHER GROWING UP
As children, you and I would hike
In the woods above our house, always
Creating a life that could be more
Exciting than our own. We walked
The remains of a path wide enough
For us to imagine it a road forged
By the covered wagons of families
Going west for a new start. We would
Imagine that the woods were growing up
Behind us as we walked, the path
Disappearing, swallowing up by the time
Before it was made. We were the only
Two people that we knew in those woods,
And the overwhelming sense of being
Closed in, being followed by time,
Was a weight that we did not know
Existed out of our woods.
I can imagine that you will awaken
On a morning like this, the sky
Leaden and oppressive, and realize
The thing I have wanted to tell you,
That which is never said but should be,
That those feelings of childhood - the path
In the woods closing us in, the darkness
Touching and holding us down - are real.

— Angie Argabrite
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— Michael Howard

WAYS OF LOOKING AT ORANGE
Dance the Orange

—Rilke
If I had to choose one thing to love forever
it would be the orange.
Dining out, I order a duck a 1 'orange
then I ask the waiter to take the duck away.
It's the small circle of perfection on top
that I'm always after.
When Anita Bryant did those orange juice commercials
homosexuals everywhere stopped buying oranges
for months at a time. I never understood
THE COMING OUT PARTY
how they could do something like that.
Last summer I dyed my hair
the exact color of a tangerine.
All my friends said I never looked better.
At breakfast this morning
I cut a small hole in one side of my orange
and when I held it to my ear
I heard a lovely Chopin waltz in A minor.

— Bobbie Henry Steffner

Notice first
how this poem is spread out
like a calm lake you could float on
as if it's sending something over water
and it's for you, if you are still holding on,
as we love to say, for dear life.
Tonight your ship's coming in
anchoring in a quiet bay, with me
stepping out of the boat, standing on water
wearing a dress the color of crushed strawberries
reeling and wild-eye, watching as the stars fall,
clear, cold sticks of glass I gather up
in my arms, never imagining I could drop them
carrying with me old books, bracelets
and pieces of a broken sign with the letter "o"
all of us floating now on gusts as heavy as waves.
Listen, all this is something you can almost use
Fragile, harmless things, their pooled glow reflecting
like flares, as if the tide and what it carries
could be bringing back your lost life,
a small happiness, enlarged, that you could follow
in this stubborn brightness of light and water
coming easily across the dark
these last dispatches from the heart going out.

— Bobbie Henry Steffner
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RONNIE'S WILL
Ronnie left Vol a xylophone, a
small child's instrument with different
colored keys. It was left out on the
porch by Mrs. Boshears and Vol was
asked to pick it up before it rained.
When Vol pulled up in the dirt
driveway in his mother's red and white
Bel Air, odd children were playing in
the yard like wild monkeys, nasty,
half-clothed, shrieking and scuffling
and tracking wet grass in and out of
Mrs. Boshears' front room.
On his way up to the porch, Vol
recognized the head shape of some of
the children as belonging to Sandra,
Ronnie's oldest sister who lived up
North.
"Them's Sandra's. Them's that
push from Ohio that talks funny and
thinks they's so big. Got that daddy's
a alcoholic."
Vol walked up on the porch and
stared at his xylophone. Out of the
corner of his left eye, he could see
Mrs. Boshears behind the dark screen,
her gnarled old arms twisted and
crossed in front of her apron like
saplings discommoded by God.
She looked like an ape. Or a model
for aborigines-- her coarse, unkept
haircut hanging around her head like
shucks.
She made Vol nervous. At the edge
of the ball field was the garden, and
she was always picking corn--by the
bushels-- or hoeing around her
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squash. When he would come over to
Ronnie's to hit fly balls or practice
grounders, she would always be
working and staring and begrudging
Ronnie for his hour of fellowship and
sport with a friend.
Inside the house, her sorry
husband, Dean, a school bus driver
and retired ferrier, would be reading
the Herald in front of an electric fan
or watching some silly show on T.V.
She never looked to him to lift a
hand, but she never let Ronnie play
for more than an hour.
"I never knowed he had a will."
Mrs. Boshears was talking through the
screen door.
"Well, I sure thank you for calling
my mamma, Mrs Boshears."
Mrs. Boshears looked at him like he
was a bug on a tomato.
"Do you play the xylophone?"
"No'm. I never played nothing but
the fool." Vol was nervous talking to
Mrs. Boshears so soon after the death
of Ronnie because he was mindful that
it wasn't right to appear too cheerful
a day or two after someone dies.
"Well, maybe you could give it to
one of these here children. I know
they'd love to have a nice gift like this
that belonged to their uncle." Vol
noticed that the children had
simmered down from their playing
and were eyeing him and Mrs.
Boshears with close attention.
One of the children was holding a
xylophone mallet in the same hand
with a half-licked Sugar Daddy.
"I think I'd like to have it, if Ronnie
wanted me to."
Mrs. Boshears turned black behind
the door. A horsefly hit the screen and
bounced off.
"You don't even know how to play
it."
The boy with the mallet looked like
he was going to cry.
"Their daddy don't ever buy them
nothing. And now you, a half-growed
man, wants to take their little bit of joy
they got left in the drowning of their

uncle, and drag it away from them.
Drag the happiness right out of them."
Vol lowered his head and scratched
the back of his neck. "He wanted me
to have it."
"Queer. Selfish." Some of the
children called Vol names.
Mrs. Boshears was screaming
through the door, her face hitting
against the screen. "I wish I had never
called you. I wish I had never seen
your face."
Vol was grabbing the mallet out of
the nasty boy's hand. "Give me that
mallet before I slap your teeth out."
Mrs. Boshears came out of the door
screaming, her hands waving above
her head.
"Don't talk to those grieving
children that away!" The children, six
or seven of them, were hanging all
about Vol, hitting him and biting and
tearing at his clothes. He was slowly
slinging them around like an octopus
in a net.
"I'm taking what's legally mine by
paper and God's will," he shouted.
"You infidel!" shrieked Mrs.
Boshears.
Vol was at the door of his mamma's
red and white Bel Air. He had the
mallet, pieces of the xylophone, and
was breaking free from the last dirty
child, when out of the corner of his left
eye he saw the blade of the hoe come
down.

—John White

THERE WERE CLOWNS

— Mike Edmondson

17

FOUNDING
DI MOUSTIER
Di Moustier, a dissymmetrical ogee
of sand and pine jungle, a smooth
wave of bluegreen and palamino
turned flat on a table and fitted against
a million upright mirrors, a peninsula,
soaked in the Gulf's bed of lights.
Lemoyne and his dog, an inferior
fyce, spooned slowly up the estuary
in an improvised gondola made of
shucks and palm, made oblivious in
the sparkle of the low sun. Eventually,
the water opened into a gelid, spidercartilaged slough, heathered over
from the close growth of thick-trunked
mimosas. On the bank, Seminoles sat
among Spanish moss and hibiscus
around an impressive Thomas
Seymour conversation table of
polished linwood, seven of them, pea
hens clipped to their squirrel-hide
surcoats. The chief wore a gray
homburg and ear warmers, and
smoked a gaudy meershaum between
wide horseteeth framed by a tight
smile.
Rain leaked from the globular
boughs of the mimosas as a squall
blew up on the Gulf. Water sloshed
around the stern as wavelets pushed
from beneath the floorboards. The
fyce leaned her neck against the cabin
and ragued her dinner in a whimper
on the lean-to shade. Lemoyne
washed over the shucks with a
sweeping oar and dipped the dog's
face in the creekwater with his left
hand. Presently, he docked his
gondola.
"Is the dog sick?" asked the chief.
"Just overfed. And she is not a
sailor."
"You sure the dog is fit?"
"She is thick as an elm seed. She
will bring forth many stout squirrel
finders."
Suddenly, the dull-throated cluck of
a Gray Flat Tail imploded in the dog's
sleek ears causing an immediate lionfaced distortion of her eyes and lips.
Spondiac yelps escaped her teeth.
Soon she was helling through the
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unguent honeysuckle undergrowth,
scuttling forth over the spiny ground,
racing toward the red-meated warble.
The council ran behind with nets and
hemp.
Back at the table, the deed was
being signed, Di Moustier purchased
for a mad fyce dog.
In the following months, Lemoyne
prepared a passage along the edge of
the estuary, which was now Fyce
Puke, for French adventurers,

missionaries, farmers and criminals to
follow into the new territory on the
Gulf. Many houses were built and
construction on a fort had begun
before it was learned that Creeks were
the actual owners of the land (the
Seminoles had been deceitful).
Lemoyne left the colony in his dogless
gondola and moved West through the
channels of brown water and time.

—John White

THE PLEASURE OF WISHING
This mountain is covered by a veil
of shifting leaves, brilliant in their colors
that shade the rocks we lean against
as the sounds of the creek rise from the ravine.
It's too easy to let the sounds blend
with your voice as you are talking to me,
so that I can feel the last warmth of the sun
and the thought that I can smile at you
for no reason at all, and you won't know it.
I remember a school-day afternoon
and I'm in a car going down a road,
but I don't see the car.
I'm eight years old and all I see
is the sun shafting down through the green
of the trees that arch like a tunnel over us.
And I don't know who is with me.
Or it's a day in early dawn, when the clouds
are full of lingering shades of night.
From the porch I can listen to the delighted
laughter coming out of the deep of the forest
where the forbidden blackberries are,
and I am too cold to go back inside alone.
So that today, I don't expect to hear you say
that you think I have a delightful smile,
and I hope that you won't see the staining
pink in my sheeks as I hug the rough wool
of my sweater, but when you reach towards me
I have to believe the touch of your hand.

— Franci Schoner
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X-RAYN ECKLACE

— Theresa Parrott

PICTURES
OF GRANDFATHER
AFTER THE WAR
I remember pushing him around in
his wheel chair in the backyard. I had
to be careful not to roll it over any of
the mole hills that ran out like veins
through the lawn in order to keep him
from spilling out of his chair. He would
tell me where he wanted to go by
motioning to either the right or the left
with his hands. He always wanted to
be rolled around the edge of his
garden before going anywhere else.
He would check the progress the
weeds had made in crowding out his
squash and pumpkin vines since his
last visit, shaking his head in disgust
the whole time. Then I would take
him down past his tool shed to his dog
pens and finally back up into the front
yard. Before going inside the house,
he liked to sit for a few minutes under
the chestnut trees he had planted
when my father had still been a boy.
During late September and early
October with the arrival of the first
morning frost, he would get the urge
to gather up the chestnuts which were
scattered over the front lawn. He
would pick up what he could near his
wheelchair, piling them in the lap of
his hospital gown until it sagged
between his legs from the weight.
Occasionally he would forget what he
had been doing, and the tail of his
gown would fall foward, spilling his
chestnuts onto the ground in front of
him. I would always have to retrieve
them and return to his lap.
Once when Mother and I were
raking leaves, and he was sitting under
the big silver maples that kept watch
over our backyard, he started calling
my name suddenly, acting agitated. I
dropped my
and ran over to see
what it was he wanted. He made it
clear to me he had to urinate, but I
had forgotten to bring the plastic bottle
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the doctor had given him to use in
such instances, and I told him so. I
remember him simply shaking his
head and pulling his penis out from
under his safety diaper, pissing
between his legs. Mother turned her
head and pretended not to notice.
When I took him into the house to
clean him up, Grandmother
complained to me because I had
allowed him to wet on the new house
slippers she had bought him at KMart. He never would have done
anything like that before August.
I remember the evening my sister
burst through the front door and told
me he had fallen down while working
in the cow pastures. I ran up to his
house and saw Grandmother sitting in
the weeds with him, his body covered
with sweat and shaking all over. She
gently wiped his forehead with a damp
dishrag and asked him where he hurt,
but he didn't say anything. She lay his
head back in her apron and looked at
me. I didn't know what to say or what
to do.
After the ambulance had taken him
away, I waited for Father to come
home so I could ride to the hospital
with him. I wandered around
Grandmother's house with a sick
feeling in my stomach and a bad taste
I couldn't get out of my mouth. The
paramedics had removed his clothes
and lain them on the big over-stuffed
sofa in the den. His work shirt was
soaked with perspiration and mildly
stank of sweat and grass. His pants
were covered with dried mud and
beggar-lice he had unwillingly
collected from the fields. His dirty
fishing hat, the one Grandmother had
threatened to throw away so many
times, and fallen to the floor. I bent
and picked it up.
The inside of the cap was stained
a dark tan color from all the times he
had worn it and from all the places it
had been with him. The red and green
plaid hat band around it had faded

considerably, and the brim was
beginning to tear in several places. I
brought the hat to my face and
breathed in deeply. I smelled the
freshly plowed dirt of the cornfields,
the stench of the dog pens, and the
slick, sickly odor of recently scaled
fish, all mixed in with hair oil and hard
work. I saw him hoeing in the
gardens, getting ready to plant pole
beans and hickory cane. I saw us
sitting in his aluminum boat, floating
down a river and catching redeye. I
felt his hand on my shoulder the day
I had wrecked my car on the way to
school. I heard him singing songs his
father had sung, telling stories from his
childhood, his voice calm and deep.
And talking.
He loved to talk. He could strike up
a conversation anywhere at anytime
with anybody. He would talk about his
childhood, about World War II, about
politics-- it didn't matter. He had told
me so many things, things I had
almost forgotten. Things I wish he
could tell me now.
One of his favorite stories I still
remember is about Anastazo, a
drunken Italian medic he had met
when he had been stationed in France
in 1944. He claimed Anastazo
belonged to no division, to no
particular company. The medic
merely wandered around allied
Europe during the war helping anyone
he might find. Once, Anastazo was
supposed to have captured an entire
German town an American spearhead
division was preparing to overrun.
The Italian, under the influence of
several bottles of chablis, had been
able to convince the German leaders
in the town that American food was
much better than what Hitler was
feeding them, and that if they gave
themselves up, they would be
supplied with all the cigarettes they
could smoke. The entire company of
Germans marched into the American
camp with a drunk Anastazo leading

the way and promptly surrendering.
He never could talk well after
coming home from the hospital,
though. The doctor said he had lost
the whole left side of his brain. I think
that's why he used to get upset with
Grandmother all the time--because
she couldn't understand him.
Occasionally I could make out what he
was trying to say, but most of the time
his speech was garbled and unclear.
Sometimes for three or four days in
a row he would just lie in bed refuse
to eat anything or to see anybody. He
wouldn't even look at his speech
therapist when she would come, and
he would run Grandmother ragged.
He would often lie with his face to the
wall and moan constantly, yelling
things at her if she left the room for
a few minutes. Wanting a drink of
water, wanting to sit up, wanting to go
outside-- wanting so many things no
one could understand.
At other times he would cry for no
reason at all. Once, when
Grandmother had brought him his
dinner on a serving tray and had
placed it on his bed, he accidentally
spilled a glass of milk on himself. He
began to cry and would not quit.
Grandmother finally had to lay his
head in her lap and rock him to sleep
to stop his bawling like she had done
with me when I had been a little boy
and skinned my knee or something.
I think the only times he was ever
really happy again was when he
would go outside in his wheel chair,
like when he and I would gather
chestnuts in the fall. Grandmother
would dress him in an old blue flannel
bath robe to keep him from catching
a cold and would put his old fishing
hat on his bald head. He refused to
leave the house without his hat.
I fell asleep one evening while he
and I were sitting in lawn chairs
watching the sun go down, and I
remember dreaming. He and I were
in his boat on a lake bass fishing,

talking about the weather and school
getting ready to start. During lunch as
he ate a sandwich, and I gobbled
down a piece of cake, I asked him
how he had gotten well and learned
to talk again. He looked at me and
smiled , but before he could answer
my question, Grandmother hollered
from the front porch and woke me up,
telling me to bring him back inside the
house.
For weeks I tried to have that same
dream over and over again so I could
ask him how he had gotten better. I
remember sitting by him into all hours
of the night, hoping he would give me
some revelation while I slept. I
remember staring at him as he lay in
his bed, his chest barely rising and
falling, his breathing erratic. He slept
curled into a ball like a newborn infant,
his dry, parched skin stretched so
tightly over him that it looked as if it
would crack if he were to move too
suddenly. I thought about how old he
had become and how he had turned
my life upside-down in the span of just
a few short months. I wanted to know
why he couldn't talk anymore, and
why I couldn't understand him when
he did manage to speak. I remember
climbing into bed with him and putting
my arm around him, pulling him close
to me, trying to dream so I could talk
to him, so I could understand how he
was feeling inside, so he could tell me
stories, so he could sing me songs, so
he wouldn't get so damn angry at
Grandmother when she couldn't
understand him.
I remember pushing him around in
his wheelchair in the backyard
watching for mole hills, picking up
chestnuts and laying them in his lap,
and listening to all the new ways he
had learned to talk.

— Boyd White
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— Mike Clemons
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FROM DESPAIR TO
FULFILLMENT IN
WALKER PERCY'S
SECOND COMING
In Walker Percy's Second Coming,
the title sets the tone for the novel. A
spiritual rebirth is what the reader
expects to see in Will Barrett's quest
for life's meaning and, as his first name
suggests, it is man's free will which
inevitably reveals the answer for
Barrett. His willingness to question the
"senseless and farcical" world enables
him to overcome the despairing
feeling of living in a purposeless
universe. By continually probing into
the past, however, Barrett recognizes
his father's suicide as a barrier to living
a fulfilled life. Only after meeting
Allison Huger is he able to penetrate
the barrier which allows him to
perceive death's many guises.
Intuitively, Barrett realizes that a living
death--not a dying death--is
responsible for his despair of becoming
fulfilled. He is convinced his father
chose death because he lacked the will
to prevail over a living death.
Serving as a counterpoint to
Barrett's quest for fulfillment, Allison
escapes from the sheltered life of a
sanatarium to seek refuge from the
world in a greenhouse. In contrast to
Barrett, who eventually remembers
most things, involuntarily, about the
past, Allison remembers nothing. To
her, the past is not as important as the
future. In order to provide to herself,
however, she realizes that she must
remember what she can do. When
she first recalls how uncomfortable she
was around strangers, it explains her
reason for not remembering anything
and for wanting to withdraw from
people: "The first thing I remember is
my embarrassment with strangers.
No, embarrassment for strangers.
They seem so vulnerable. What if one
should hurt their feelings?"(Walker

98). This attitude makes her wonder
if she had gone crazy so people would
not be hurt. "One advantage to being
crazy," she says, "is given leave to be
rude" (104). She admits earlier,
however, that going crazy enabled her
to discover the freedom of acting
herself.
Both Barrett and Allison arrive at
answers about themselves by
questioning and associating
possibilities. On the golf course,
Barrett sees a scene from his
childhood instead of "the immaculate
emerald fairway curving between the
scarlet and gold hillsides of the
Appalachians" and instead of "the
brillant autumn-postcard Carolina
mountains, he seemed to see a weedy
stretch of railroad right-of-way in a
small Mississippi town"(7). From this
image, he first rememebers Ethel
Rosenblum, a girl he knew in high
school thirty years ago, who in turn
makes him think of the
Jews."Because nothing is really
forgotten," Barrett is able to associate
these various visual images as a means
of sign substituting: "Everything he
saw became a sign of something else.
This fence was a sign of another fence
he climbed through. The hawk was a
sign of another hawk and of another
time when he believed there were
fabulous birds" (60). Following the
sequence of signs, he finds himself on
a bird-hunting trip with his father
which ultimately takes him back to his
father's suicide. All the concrete
images that Barrett encounters in this
tracing process lead him to an
explanation for his father's death and
to the meaning of his present life:
"...at the very moment of his
remembering the distant past, the
meaning of his present life became
clear to him...holding the three-iron
across his arm like a shotgun [he
said], 'Ever since your death, all I
ever wanted from you was out, out
from you and from the Mississippi
twilight...out from ... your secret love

of death...that was your secret.
So I went away, as far as I could
get from you, knowing only that if I
could turn 180 degrees away from
you and your death-dealing there
would be something different out
there, different from death, maybe
even a kind of life. And there
was"(83).

Remembering the past is something
that Allison tries to ignore, but she
learns that it becomes necessary for
her survival. Since all of her
understanding of words is locked up
in the past, she feels she must
remember or rediscover the meaning
of words. "Only because," she says,"I
have to know enough of where I've
been to know which way I'm going"
(107). Allison, therefore, commits
herself to the task of re-entering
"ordinary living." Like the disillusioned
war veteran in Hemingway's Big
Two-Hearted River, she is, once
again, willing to participate in a world
that has been a spiritual wasteland for
her. Because she fears flunking
ordinary living, however, Allison
chooses to live in a greenhouse which
serves as an incubator or halfway
house until she can adjust to life on
the outside.
Interestingly, the greenhouse also
becomes a kind of purgatory for
Barrett. Having entered a cave in
hope of discovering God's existence
(very similar to Don Quixote's mystical
journey into the Cave of Montesinos),
Barrett falls unknowingly into the
green house through the cave's vine
covered rear entrance. Only Allison
can save him now -- both literally and
figuratively -- as she must hoist his
body by means of a pulley system
from the floor of the greenhouse onto
a hammock where she can care for
him. In her need to "come out of
herself," Allison becomes, then, the
sign that Barrett had been searching
for all of hs life -- the sign that he had
asked God for in the cave. Only
Allison can comprehend his despair
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because she, too, had descended into
the "black hole" of herself as a means
of withdrawing from the world.
For Heidegger (in his interpretation
of Holdering's elegy Bread and Wine),
it is in this "world's night where man
has...forgotten that he has forgotten
the true nature of Being. In such a
dark and deprived time," says
Heidegger, "it is the task of the poet
to help us see once more the bright
possiblity of a true world" (Heidegger
xu). According to Guagliardo, Allison
"remakes language in the same way
that a poet does" (Guagliardo 617).
It is through this remaking process that
she is able to recognize the sign of a
second coming:
..there were signs of coming, to it,
for the first time, like the signs you
recognize when you are getting near
the ocean for the first time. Even
though you've never seen the ocean
before, you recognize it, the sense of
an opening out ahead and a putting
behind of the old rickrack bird-chirp
town and countryside, something
tasting new in the air, the dirt getting
sandier, even the shacks and weeds
looking different, and something else,
a quality of sound, a penultimate
hush marking the beginning of the
end of land and the beginning of the
old uproar and the going away of the
endless sea" (Percy 297).

Allison is willing to "hoist" Will up to
her level level of understanding -- "to
the exchange level and above" -- but
she must first help him become aware
of his despair. Guagliardo refers to
Kierkegaard's epigraph from Percy's
first novel, The Moviegoer: "the
specific character of despair is
precisely this: it is unaware of being
despair" (Guagliardo 617). Similar to
Derrida in his description of
Differance, Will realizes that "to know
the many names of death is also to
know there is life" and "not to know
the name of the enemy is already to
have been killed by him" (Percy 311).
By acknowledging the various guises
of death, Barrett is able to climb to
Allison's level of understanding. It is
at this level of understanding that they
realize the need for human love and
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the ioy of giving this love. For Barrett
and Allison, therefore, "it is a matter
of knowing and choosing" a life of
love as an alternative to a life of death
(312).

— David Brewer

Guagliardo, Huey S. "Falling into Place. Walker
Percy's The Second Corning." Southern
Review 17(Summer 1981): 614 - 618.

Heidegger, Martin. Poetry, Language, Thought.
Trans. Albert Hofstadter. Harper & Row,
Publishers: 1975.

NOT A PRAYER
It's 10:20, and a thousand miles away
In Las Vegas, the fight — Hagler and Hearns —
Should be starting. There's no hope
For Hearns because I used up
So much of what pull I have
A month ago in the Villanova game.
Like when I helped the Lakers win the title,
All my teams lost for three years afterward.
Something gets used up.
If only I could send a message
Out this window: "Whatever happens, don't
Trade." But it has to arrive at the right moment
As when Hagler shrugs off a combination,
Say the overhand right followed by a baby hook,
And plods in, maybe saying something, but looking
So easy that instead of backing away
Hearns just has to step closer, maybe
Take one to land one — Here's my chin,
Show me yours.
A physicist I know says energy is like gambling,
The House always wins, you can never get more out
Than you put in, never even hope to break even.
That's why parapsychology is such a joke:
The energy has to come from somewhere; you have got
To take one to land one. But I think
If only you can count down the cards, never take
That one last throw, have friends who'll give you
A tranquilizer, and put you on the plane home, pockets stuffed,
Before you have a chance to lose it all back. Of course
For the next decade, you must open no doors suddenly,
Never back out of the driveway, and always take
The stairs. No, he says, you get what you pay for. The man
Has no appreciation for the fight game.

— Paul Ludwig
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— Cathy Beahm
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— Elizabeth Worthington
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ON YOUR LEAVING FOR THE PEACE CORPS
July, 1985

For John Wilkins

At the mall, the girl
and her summer job
lean behind the counter
of the Sears photo center.
She will take the pictures
several times, forgetting
to pull down the bright
white screen for passport
pictures.
We find a neighbor lady,
someone you would forget
to say goodbye to and never
miss, or might.
She is walking her daily track
around the stores trying to help
her bad heart. Doctor's orders.
And this is a great place,
we comment. (Climate control.)
We leave her, wondering
where she thinks Tanzania is
and why you would not rather stay
and marry her daughter, a nice girl
with a job downtown.

Back at your mother's house
I slip my foot inside your work
boots. I think of walking
in your shoes as no abstract thought
and lift my foot out, slowly.
Scattered on the bed and floor
are things you will need
for two years. How will every thing fit
into two small bags? All the things
required: pressure
cooker, work boots, two pair, cantines
and many jeans. We do not mention
the things you leave behind.
So we talk about running
into future, blindly. And how,
out of college, you would be more scared
to stay here, at home, settled, than leave.
We listen
to the short wave radio before saying goodbye — VOICE OF AMERICA — the many languages,
the words we do not know
tell us where we are going.

— Laurie Perry
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BANGLADESH
A woman in rags
held the boy, his ribs
a birdcage
beneath his skin.
The small weak breaths
and flutters
of the wounded bird
inside him beat
against the bars
to live, longing
to fly over the watery
nation, far out to the Bay
of Bengal over flooded
plains, weathered boats,
thatched roof huts,
teakwood, and rivers and
streams that tie his country
together in a knot;
the water that gives
land, farm and food
and with the next monsoon
snaps their bodies, their life
like sticks of bamboo
or carries them
to lines with food cards
for powdered milk
and they are liquid themselves,
like the glass in a window pane
they sink slowly down
hardly noticed, their thin ankles
bony feet, sharp like shovels
into the mud.
Like the thin colored bracelets
circling a girl's slender, dark
wrist, is the jute they spin
into string, rope, thin threads
of life.

— Laurie Perry
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LETTER FOR TOMORROW
Right now I'm watching
a young red squirrel that's
being chased around the yard
by a persistent jay. The two
dance about randomly, with every
step redefining some territorial limits
the other won't risk. Their movements
form a pattern, but one not as confined
as the constant swing of the dusty
pendulum in your grandfather clock.
I'm telling you this because I see
that finally, we all conform to ritual.
So that yesterday when I brought you this
tape of dulcimer music, each delicate
note quieting the cancer that has
caught you too far off guard
to swing back, I knew we would
speak to each other casually
as if I'd just come over to help
cook some black-eyed peas and gossip.
When you asked if the tape was me,
performing, I wish I'd lied.
I wish I could release you,
assure you that everything given
time is free. But I want you to know
that we almost escaped the pendular
hold of the clock when we listen
to the music, that the very sound
of the clear low now notes can lift us,
help us to rise up together.

— Lisa Kinberger

LACE & PEARLS

— Theresa Parrott
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FREE ENERGY
The more entropy (randomness], the less energy [Gibbs Free
Energy] is available to do work. Suppose you used a small
acetylene torch to heat up a tub of cold water. All the energy stored
up in the acetylene torch passes into the water, leaving you with
an empty, useless torch and a tub of lukewarm water. The energy
is there in the tub but most of it is now in a dissipated,
good-for-nothing form.

—Jake Page
On behalf of Mr. Gibbs
(And all the rest of us)
I'd like to thank us
for using "free energy."
I guess there's something
rather whimsically perpetual
about this description,
this twist of terms,
like a pair of ever-ready shoes
from a K-mart blue-light special.
But, getting down to earth,
take the proverbial playground slide.
Well of course there's mud at the bottom.
But we won't spend all our time
looking at it. And we can
pump it full of the virtues
of mud collection and relocation.
So let's face it
(whatever it is).
It (energy this time)
all goes somewhere
and it loves to hit that mud.
(See the Murphy corollaries
in everyone's unwritten book.)
But you don't always
have to fight the mud.
Some of the time you're coasting
and it's a nice feeling,
that time while things are going
your way, if only for a small interval.
I find some optimism.
Makes me squeeze out whatever energy
is available for a little work,
hoist it up there, stretching
like crazy, and I let it take me.

— Shalamar Sibley
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— Jeff Gaither
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MAKING THE SAME MISTAKES
The old man sitting
on the darkened steps
of his clapboard house
on Cumberland Island
was the only poet
I have known. He was
as awkward and trustful
as his house that still
stands at the windy
crag and has for
thirty years, salt-smoothed,
built on rocks, as if
by mistake. On days
when the air smelled
of fish and paper
mills, and the warships
crossed in front
of his beach, he'd
stand keeping his
wooden leg behind
posts in the railing
like it was a liquor
bottle in a desk drawer -I think, hiding almost
the way his wife, the
stenographer, did who
wore sunglasses at
work. They both
were making the same
mistakes that children
do, who hide behind
their hands, content
that you can't see them

Stretching a palm out
against the air,
he'd gesture to the strange
woods behind his house,
to the short trees
sloped towards the beach,
thick as hedges
or underbrush, cut
short because of salt
in the air. He'd pull
the hand along the smooth
wooden railing; he'd smile,
stretch his mouth
thin almost saying,
And I look this
way because I
live here, his face
a brown and dry
wrinkled paper
bag.
Then dropping
both hands to his
knees, he'd rest,
tired of talking.

He was not quiet
when he spoke.
Words came loud
and slow, deliberate
like rocks and trees
and the pools
of seawater collected
around posts in the
sand, but awkward:
a kind of mistake
we would use
to get around
to understanding
each other. I still
think there could
be no other
way. But when
the wind sent seaweed
and sticks of bamboo
rolling like tumbleweed
towards his neighbors'
piers fifty blurred
feet up the beach,
the lighthouse a
speckled outline,
the sea visible but
endless gray, only
something strange yet
familiar, the pain
in his artificial knee,
would move him
inside the house
before the sky rained
for days. Some
mistake -- but not
the same mistakes I
still live by, watching
after tumbleweed
and stormclouds, just
hoping I'm not missing
something, thinking
somehow I'll begin
to make the mistakes
I can understand.

— Beth Riddlespurger
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— Mike Clemons
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BLUE HOUR
What if he told her, as her fingers
unravelled the wire mesh of the
torn screen door and she rambled
on about some faulty part on their Buick,
that it could be, for one second,
the blue hour again when crows' backs
were the only black spots in the sky
at dusk. They could be holes in the air
or just birds sitting on telephone lines
over railroad tracks but that
wouldn't be all he could say.
What if he told her that
in a blue hour things can turn
to one color, the oceans grope
for the sky, everything reach for
the touch of anything else, and even that
it could be all day the elms have waited
to take on the sky's color and change
it to purple. Then it could be right
to let weathered Buicks stand for reasons why
the yard was silent again, to let
paramedics and emergencies take on colors
from the oceans and elms, and then
it would be right to talk about tires,
telephone lines, railroad tracks, anything.
He could even let her think she can
unravel it all along with the twisted
strands of metal as if the weave of a
whole day would collapse into one blue hole.
And what if she believed him, and
listened to elm branches brushing
against each other and stared past
the crows that waited to become proudly more black.

— Beth Riddlespurger
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— Theresa Parrott

ARRIVAL
Just pretend that's me
in the passport picture.
Yes, me. Usually, I is
for English majors
like me except when I
am on vacation traveling
in a foreign country
maybe Lithuanian S.S.R.
where one of the major attractions
in the Vilnius streets is
me again because I stand out in trying to blend in.
When I speak their language,
citizens there listen to me and my

51 tie nowwialo, no6Topwre, noxcaAyricra.
I do not understand, repeat, please.
My vocation? Well, dictionary in hand,
Where can I get my money changed to rubles?
Which way is the cable office, the ladies' room?
Maybe they will get the picture
that I belong here.

—Laura Gunnells
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— Charles Cofer
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— Elizabeth Worthington
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EVERYTHING
"the nurse will tell you
not to speak, but point
to the alphabet
she holds before you,
to spell words that say
where you have been."
—Gary Margolis
There must be a word for everything.
It is pressed against every part
of my mind, of everyone's mind.
I remember the days when I
used to "read" to the adults
when pictures and colors
meant everything to me.
Then I took my small fingers
and followed diligently
across and down, across and down,
"reading" the page just
as I'd seen them doing.
Later, words dropped beneath
my eyes like dominos, one
piece of thought into the next,
organizing themselves in some world
where my hand wrote, translated,
another domino.
What I know now
is how we still "read"
and follow down the pages
with bigger hands, excitement growing
at times when we get close
to the beginning of a sentence.
We measure progress.
We listen to words, always bridging,
always pressing in on
every word we can draw out, every word
we can utter with our hearts,
all of them making one long everything.

— Shalamar Sibley
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Shalamar Sibley is a senior Brock Scholar majoring in Chemistry.
Bobbie Henry Steffner is an English major.
Robert Stone is a Communications major.
Tom Swafford is a Graphic Design major.
Boyd White is a sophomore majoring in English and Philosophy.
John White is currently pursuing a Master's Degree in English at UTC.
Elizabeth Worthington is pursuing a Master's Degree in Education.
The staff would like to thank Anne Lindsey, Bruce Wallace and Richard Jackson for their interest
and support.
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The University of Tennessee at Chattanooga does not discriminate against prospective or current students or employees on the basis of sex, handicap, race, color, religion or national origin.
pursuant to the requirements of Title IX of the Education Amendments of 1972, the Rehabilitation Act of 1973, and other statutes. Inquiries and charges of violation of this.policy should
be directed to Phyllis D. Woods, director of affirmative action.

